
The TrdgtdieofJiichardD . of 
^en. Do good my Lord;and leauc vs to our fortunes. 
Kwg. why chats my fortune, therefore lie llay ftill. 
Clifford, Beit with refoiution then to fight. 

Prince, Good fathcr chccrc thefc noble Lordes, 

Vnfiicath your fword, fvvectc father cry S^int George, 
C/jf.Pitch we our Baitell here,for hertee we wil not moiie 

Enter the honfe of T orke^ 

Edw, Now periurd Henry thou yeeM thy Crowne^ 
And k'.icclc for mercy at thy Soueraignes fcetc? 

Q^e, Goe rate thy minions proud infulting boy. 
Becomes it thee to be thus malcperCj 
Before thy King and lawful! Soucraigne.^ 

Ed^, I am his King, and he (hould bend his knee, 

I was adopted heire by his confent; ‘ 

^eorg. Since when, he hath broke his oath. 

For as we hearc, you that are King, 

Though he do wcare the Cro wnc, 

Haue caufde him by new aft ofParliamenc 
To blot our brother out, and put his owne fonne in. 

Clif And reafon (feorge,yN\\o fhould fuccced the father, 
but the fonne/" 

T^h. Are you their butcher? (fort. 

Qif. I Crookbackjnetc I (land to aofwerc thee, or any ot your 
Etch. T was you that kild young Tjitknd,w^s it not? 

Clif Ycs,and olde Tork^ too, and yet not fatisfidc. 

Rich, For Gods fake Lorded, giue fy nald to the fight* 
p^Par, What fayft thou Henryi'mlt thou yeeld thy crownc- 
Whacjlong tongde War, dare you fpeake.^ . 

When you and I met at Saint Albories lafi,. 

Your legges did better fcruice then your handes. 

PVar, I, then ewas my turncto flee,buc^now cis chine, 

Clif You fayd fo much before, and yery ou fled. 

War,'T was not your vallour Clifford droue me thence. 
Northum your manhood \V ^iWc^,that could make 
you flay. 

Rich. Northnmberland^ ^Isforthumberland, wc holde^hee re- 
uercntly. Breakcoflfcheparlicjfor fearfe l ean refraine the 



Toyke^ thejixt, 

of my big f«ol«. •gab.fl .!«. 

jpiw.Dcfie them thcn,or cIs hold clofe thy lips. 

KwfT. I prethee giue no limits to tongue, 

Cannot be cutM with vvordes.theicfote be ftill 

Rich. Then Executioner vnftieath thy fword. 

By him that made vs all I am refolu dc. 

That manhood hangs vpon his tongue. 

Ed\^. What faift thou HenriefihfiX I haue my Ug ^to 

A thoufand men haiic broke their laft CO d.iy. 

That Here fliall dine, vnldTe thou yeeld the crovvne. 

War, Iftlioii denie.their blonds be. on thy head, 

For Torke in iufticc puts his armour on. 

Trin. If allhe right thdiWarwn faies is right, 

There is no wrong, but all things muft be right. 

Rich. Whofoeucr got chcc, there thy mother Itands, 

For well I wot, thou hall thy Mothers tongue. 

Ojiee. But. thou arc neither hke thy fire nor daiiv 
Eudike a foule mifliapcn Stygmaticke, 

Matkc by the deflinics.co be auotded 
As yenomc Toades,or Lizards fainting lookes^ 

Rich. Iron of NaflesMd with Englilli gilt. 

Thy Father beares the tide ofa King, 

Asif a channell fhouldbe calde the Sea; ^ ^ 

Sham’fl not, knowing from whence ihou art dcriuMe, 

To parlie thus with Englands lawful! heires? 

Ed\V. A wifpeofftraw'e were worth a thoufand crownes, 
T o make that lhaineleffc Callet know her ielfe, 

Thy husbands Father reueld in die heart ofF/aancej 
And tamdc the Frcnch,and made the Dolphin ftoopc: 

And had he matcht according to his ftatc. 
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